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the registrar. The political discussion was resumed, someone con-
sulted a big gold watch, snapped its case, fidgeted uneasily. No
one questioned mcs no one seemed aware that this was the biggest
moment of my Iife5 the most portentous occasion I had ever faced.
Their inattention calmed and half-angered me; I wanted to
explain, to let them know I had two hundred dollars, that all I
wanted was a chance to work my way through the first year.
Once started, I could earn enough in vacations to keep going.
I had no reason to suspect that Dr. Ward was, in effect, the
faculty, the rock of financial stability upon which the college rested,
and that the die of my future had been cast before I entered the
room. I stood beside the door watching him stroke his vandyke,
his bushy brows twitching rapidly as was their habit when he
was amused or pleased. At length he arose briskly, suggested the
meeting adjourn if there was no further business. The faculty went
its several ways, leaving the dean, registrar and Dr. Ganney be-
hind to congratulate me. I had made a good impression.
Not until then did I realize that at long last I was actually
enrolled as a medical student. I could move into the basement
immediately, begin attending lectures tomorrow. I could do my
required work week-ends and holidays, even of a night if I was
so inclined. Before I found words to express the surprise and
gratitude that welled up within me, they too had gone.